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e has been hailed
as India's twenltieth
century Renalssance
man. Film director, artist,
writer. mu-siclan. chil-
dren’'s illustrator, Satyajit
Ray doesn’t just dabble in
these fields, he excels in
each of them. He's inh-
eriled the mantle of the
intelleclual aristocracy of
Bengal, and he wears it
nobly. Both his father and
his grandfather were
renowned artists and
wriler Rabindranath Tagore
was a [amily friend. Ray
himself, through his films.
has introduced the culture,
language. and sometimes
the literature of his beloved
stale to the world.
If one knows his back-
, or is familiar with
is work. its hard not (o
feel overawed by the
prospect of actually meel-)
ing him in person. But the
tall. slightly frail looking
man has an easy laugh and a
gently manner which puts
one al ease without encour-
undue familiarity.
is the manner with
which he directs his ac-
tors—both professional and
non-professional. He treats
everyone as his equal—from
the youngest child actor to
the villagers he often uses
in smaller roles. He has a
reputation of always listen-
lo everyone who ap-
::ur‘umhﬂ m He guides
rather than commands: il-
lustrates what should
be feeling rather tells
them how to show IL Yet
his control over every last
detalls of the film is com-
plete. He picks or writes
his own stlories, does his
own casling and designs,
directs the camera work
and the editing. and even
selects Lhe malerials to be
used for costumes. His ac-
tors say he could also easily
arlt in his films If he
wanted—he has the ability—
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- HAILED BY MANY AT HOME AND ABROAD AS INDIA'S RENAISSANCE MAN

A DAY WITH SATYAJIT RAY

by Dheera Sujan

“¥. Special to the Star
on has become darker, more despairing

but Ray is quite a shy man.
and prefers the role ol au-
leur to actlor.

A hearl altack followed
by a couple of major heart
operalions has slowed him
down a bit, and plared a
few restrictions on his out-

Over the years, Ray's visi
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... and his films, always striving for truth, have changed too, like
Calcutta, the city he lives in.

doors activities. but his son
Sandeep acts as his second
pair of legs, and Satyaijil
Ray is still very much in the
driver's seat.

He lives in a crumbling
old house in the old city
which he refuses (o leave.
The sounds of Calcutta —
incessant traflic noises, the
calls of peanutl sellers, and
the cries from neighbour-
ing apartments — drift in
through the large open
windows of the front room
cum study which s
crammed with the tools of
several artislic trades.

Books, books and more

books are everywhere, jam-
ming the huge booksli-lves
along the walls, on lop of

‘tlables, and under them:

Bertrand Russel to Arthur

£, Clarke. Bengali
magazines, and completed
works in old hardback sets.
Children's’ stories and
learned volumes on art,
science, films. Nol one of
them looks new or un-
touched. Dogeared files full
of papers (reminiscent of
the musty piles seen in the
offices of railway stalion
clerks) lie on every table
surlace. A huge box of used
arlists crayons and pencils
sland on a side table.

On the piano he used 1o
use while composing his
scores, sitls a bust of
Beelhoven, next to some of
his film trophies. The piles
ol wasselles in the corner
show an eclectic taste —

lo Mozart
quinters — Ray's knowledge
ol western art, especially
music, is immense,

Indian ragas

‘A film is like a piece of
Western classical music in
the period of Mozart to
Beethoven” he says. “They
both have a formal structure
and they both have to finish
at a particular time —
Indian classical music isn't

- like that at all. It's impro-

vised and free (lowing."
Some of his films con-
lain passages and dialogues

‘with three or four voices:

listen to a Mozart opera,
and you'll notice a similar-
ity in form. Charulate
(1964), the film he regards
as his besl, is a prime ex-
ample of this structured

musical form.

Perhaps it is this struc-
ture, this formalism. hid-
den by the superficial cov-

erings of story, dialogue,
action, which have made

his films so palatable o thé
educated Western Lasle.

"Film
Western medium” he says.
Ray. who started ofl his ca-
reer as a graphic artist.

learnt about films by
spending. hours in
darkened cinemas

watching and studying the
films and the techniques of
the early greats like D.W.
Griffiths and Eisenslien,
and later, Renoir and Ford,
Capra and de Sica.

In fact, it was after
walching de Sica's Biecycle

is essentially a .

in just about every interna-
tional film festival worth its
salt.

Critics say the reason for
this connection with the
West by an artist who re-
mains essentially Indian in
the universality of his

e

Thieves. a film that moved
him deeply. that Ray re-
solved to make a film using
similar naturalistic tech
niques, but sel in an Indian
[ramework. The much
loved Bengali novel, Pather
Panchali, provided him
with the perfect material.

Since his earliest [ilms,
Ray has had a very strong
appeal to the West. In Eu-
rope, the USA and Japan,
he's revered as a cinematic
great, along with names
such as Bergman, Kuro-
sawa, and Renoir. "In
Azerbijan, there's a film
club named after me—the
Satyajit Ray Film Society”
he say with a slightly sur-
prised raise of the eye-
brows. He's been honoured

themes—love, greed, inno-
céence and its inevitable
corruplion—large themes,

yel all drawn by a hand that
excels in the miniature.

The camera lingers on a
train in the distance con-
necting the outside world
with a forgotten village
where the cycle of birth,
life and death continue un-
heeded. A girl, frail of body,
but exhuberent of spirit
dances in the rain that will
be the cause of her death. A
young man who's spent his
life writing his novel learns
it means nothing after the
death of his beloved, and
hollow-eyed, he offers the
pages Lo the wind ... it was
images like these in Ray's
greal trilogy. The World of

Apu thal established his
reputation, not only as a
good craftsman, but also a

humanist visionary.
However, over the years,

Ray's vision, which ﬁgan

like his country's, with

such hope for the future,
has become darker, more
despairing. He started his
career in Calcutta, but the
Calcutta of today is a vastly
changed world, and Ray's
films, always striving for
truth, have changed too.

Hope has given way to
resignation, just as the
main character of The
Middle Man (1975) gave
way to corruption. His film,
Deliverance (1981) was a
cry of anger against the
cruelties inflicted on those
on the lowest rung of the
caste ladder.

"Our treatment of the
untouchables is a blot on
our history, and in this
[ililm, there was no scope
for even a ray of optimism,"
he says. Deliverance is very
bleak, but it speaks Lhe
truth.”

Ray's refusal Lo overtly
involve himself in politics
has sometimes been crili-
cized, especially when Cal-
cutta was almost tormn apart
by the violence of the 70's.
But the criticism is some-
what unfair. His films. more
often than not, have been
social commenis on a so-
ciely he knows intimately.

In a world increasingly
giving way to corruption,
both moral and physical,
Ray remains essentially
optimistic, with few re-
grets for things left undone,
“I've has a remarkable good
life” he says. "I've managed
to do just about everything
I'd set out to do.”

Years ago, Ray had
wanted to make a film of
the great Hindu epic The
Mahabharata, but after re-
searching the subject, de-

See Page 10

USCINSKI : 30 YEARS
OF ABSURDITIES OF
POWER AND WAR

Ryszard Kapuscinski is a writer who touches the heart
of the matter. He has survived 30 coups and escaped

death in the most bizarre circ-umstances but his
interest is not in death and bloodshed but in the
structure of power and the nature of the men and
women who suffer. In his most famous book he wrote
about the court of Ethiopia's feudal ruler Emperor
Halle Selassie. Gemini News Service caught up with
hwm at a festival in Holland. By Fred de Vries

were in Baghdad now, he

I F Ryszard Kapuscinskt
would not be reporting
the

on the carpet
bomb waves and the largest
Areworks in . Instead

he would deseribe the
deafening silence between
bombardments from =o..e

shack in a lower class Baghdad

The B58-year old Polish
journalist and writer does not
# in for -ho war journal-
ventures into

E

llp.ﬂltlnlil'l writing
ouches the heart of the mat-

ter. (s as if the smpell of sweat
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his idealistic Aght” he ex
plains. “Mis obligation is to
show the truth. © try to con
ﬁ-h#dzm
dity. of the wagedy of war
“But we have 0 be aware of
our Wmttations The only thing
BT O e
people somehow  maybe not

immediately but in the future,
will inflluence public opinion
against the war."

The last minute addition of
Kapuscinski to the festival - as
the man who has probably re-
poried on more war, rebel-
lions. coups and revolutjon
than any other living journalist
- was full of unintended sym-
bolism. The next morning the
ultimatum to Iraq would finish,
and one day later the war
would start. And a few days
carlier the Sovict army in
Lithuania had dealt a blow 1o
Glasnost and Perestrotka.

He calls the situation in the

matic. Afier one year of Lravel-
ling and research there, he is
now working on a book about
the country. He is closer to
home now. as i the circle has
almost come to an end afler 30

in
. the story “The U
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KAPUSCINSKI
Witness to the absurdity of war

a young and
Alrica.

But slowly the hangover
crept in. The freedom struggie
in Angola developed into 15
years of civil war; Uganda ex-
perienced bloodbath after
bloodbath: and civil wars con-
Unue unabated. Is there still
hope for the Lost Cqutinent?

independent

There is a lot of pessimism
about the future of Alrica,
which | understand very well.
There was a lot of naive opti-
mism at the beginning of the
process ol independence,

All of us thought it's enough
io be politically independent
o get decent economical and
social life. The people cx
pected the next day they
would wake up In the inde-
pendent state and everything
would become marvellous.
possibilities of having a like in
western Europe.

He is sad: “"Alrica has a lot of
its own dynamism, and 1he
question is o find out the for-
muia o describe the culture of
Alrica. Because our limitation
is that we look at everything

. with Euwropean eyes. and we

put o everything the Ewopean

During his career, tyrants
made way for other tyranis
The process was immaculately
deseribed in his most famous
book The Emperor. abou! the

The End of a Decade — and Then We Move on

S we walk back along
A the dimly-lit memory
lane, this writer s
certain to stumble a  lot,
alimost o the point ol giving up
the whole exercise. But there
are recollections - and [aces
— which can no longer be
commitied w oblivion.

My persistence is based on a
couple of solid reasons. This
column s written essentially
lor the younger Star readers.
among whom we count some of
our [avourite ncphews and
nieces o whom the time ofien
covered in this column belongs
o another vume and another
place. True, there are a few
good memoirs, especially by
politicians, written mostly
about themselves, often more
cloquently than  truthfully,
without capturing the sound
and smell, the noise and dirt
ol the time they Hved in.

50, we are leflt with enor-
Mous gaps In our conlempo-
rary history.

This writer had an unex-
pected and unique chance ol
bringing up the subject with
Sardar Swaran Singh, a
lormer Indian cabinel minis
ler — a position he probably
held for over three decades —
when he visited Kuala Lompur
in laie 1987 in his cappcity as
the Member of the UNESCO
Execulive Board. Thank Gaod,
Cur NON-slop conversation was
more aboul our sub-conltinent,
s pasl, present and Tuture,
than about the United Nauons,

We talked about our
LLibcratton War when Sardar
Sahib as this writer ad-

dressed him — was his coun

iry's Foreign Minister, about
Khalistan, about the late
Pandit Nehru ("Oh., how he
hated dhoti which he regarded
as an ungainly outht for ment)
and even about Nelson
Mandela whom Singh had just
mel. as a member of Lthe
Commonwealth Observer team,
in a South African prison. ("No
one cver reminded me more ol

Gandhigi than Maaodek: )
It was quite beyond the ea-

pacily ol this writer o per
suade the 82-year stutesman o
wrile his memoirs, cven a
couple of long chaptlers on our
Liberation War as scen from
inside the Indian Government.
All he agreed o do, somewhat
reluctantly, was to welecome me
al his home In Punjab and 1o
talk 0 me on our contempo-
rary scenc. Yes, | will wake him
up on his offer, before Lhis
writer is “old and grey and full
of sleep.”

How fascinating it will be
listen 10 Sardar Shaib about

Bangladesh. For instance, hwe
once salkd. "All. your country

has such insurmountable prob-
lems. What surprises me is
what a lot ol people are so des-
perate 1o come Lo power and
some are so sure ol solving
your problems.” And then he
asked for the pnumber of politi-
cal parties in the country, a
question | could not then an-

SWCT.
O imposing this column
on my readers is that,
through generations, the
lamily ol this writer has
carncd Lthe dubious distinction
ol being reasonably good ra-
conteurs, which we probably
sharc with lots of others in
Bangladesh. A distinction ? |
wonder. It is said that in the
olden days, back in the thir-
tes, it was virtually impossi-
ble for anyone o pass by the
road in front of our ancestral
home at Moulvi Bazar it my
grandlather was sitting out on
the verandah. The passcrby

NE other

would be called in — not in-
vited — for a chat, olten a long
one. Depending on my

grandpa’'s mood, the visitor
would cither get a cup of wa or
recehve a rebuke for not wear-
ing a headgear. This would
then give my grandpa the cx:
cuse for relating some slories,
mostly about his children liv-
Ing in faraway places.

In one lorm or another. the
tradition survived, as it proba-
biv did In so may other fami-
hes, DBut will it continuee much
longer ? | wonder.

When my good [irst cousin,
Abdul Qadir passed away late
las! year, rather prematurely.
in his mid-sixties, who was
known 1o most people here as
“ retired civil servant. with a
distinguished career, we lost
perhaps one of the last racon-

wurs ol the family. Qadir - or

Moni Bhal as we called him —
could turm any conversation
into an exercise In wit and
humour, punctuated by smiles
and Tughters, but it would be
always [ree [rom any malice
and had wsiec, During onc ol
my last moeetings with him a
ycar earlier, | presented him
with a pen which he studied
carelully, affectionately, and
then asked, as i speaking to
himscll, "What should | do
with a pen 2.*

“Isn’t It much meore fun
lalking 7* he queried. He was

me. m' Ll L

OWEVER. Lk in our
H universilty oays in the

late forues, we were
given no excuse for staying
away [rom sertous writing,
whatever we could come up
with. Two weashers who were

reason lor

primarily responsible  for
putting us on the track were
Shaheed Jyotirmoya Guha-
Thakurta and the late AG
Stock.

In the days when we studied
under him, Prof Guha-
Thakurta was just a good
leacher, friendly, articulate
and highly knowledgeable.
Now, alter some four decades,
he appears to me in a different
light, nol just because ol the
martyrdom he cmbraced in
1971 bul due to the way he cx-
creised some quiet subtle in-
lNuenece on our intellectual life,
rather unobtrusively, without
much of a push or drive.

Many of us then belonged 1o
what was loosely called the
Lelt movement. In reality. bar-
ring a lew exceptions, we werc
living in a hall-way house. The
1948 upsurge over the language

ganised by a visiling Quaker
team. Never numbering more
than 25 w 30, we would sit on
the foor, discussing issucs
ranging from literature to poli-
lics, listening to our European
visitors, all dressed in pyjama
and kurta, talking about Lhe
philosophy of MN Roy. Or was
it parl of the Congress for
Cultural Frecedom which, by
then, had already established
its basc in Calcutta ? Or did it
have anything to do with the
Moral Rearmament which, de-
spite all the confusion sur-
rounding it, "had started its re-
cruitment in Europe ?
Whatever we learnt or un-
learnt from these meetings, we
produced a venture, a quarterly
Bengali journal, a brainchild
of Prol Guha-Thakurda. In
keeping with the philosophy of
Radical Humanism, the

Shaheed J yotirmoy Guha-Thakurta

Issiic had shattered our hopes
nbout our place in Pakistan --
our faith tn the Two-Nation
Theory was virtually dead and
gonc -- but we had discovered
no new [aith. It was fashion-
able to be jefl. but difficult w
be a Marxist withoutl undertak-
ing a sustained study which
few of us were ca ol. The
local Brivsh . Information
Scrvices then distributed
copies ol the book, "The God
that Failed” among university
students and journalists here
Just o alert them of the danger
of having anything 10 do with
Communism.

A Radical Humanist by
conviction, so we were (old,
Guha-Thakurta did not offer us
A new God o worship. Instead,
he wok us 0 small :
some held in a house close 10
the Azad newspaper ollice, or-

S. M. A m

Mmagazine was called "Mukui®
(Freedom). with one of my
closest friends, Mahbub Jamal
Zahedi appointed as |its
Executive Editor. In years o
come, Zahedi was o make his
mark in English language
journalism at home and
ithroad — he served as the

Lalitor of the Khalee Tunes ol
Dubat with distinction lor sov-

cral years — hut, in those days,
onc could only think ol im as
4 promising literary cditor,
with a superb command over
both Dengall and English. As
the editor of “Mukti®, one ol
his major achievements was o
persuade me to do one of my
first pieces in Dengali, an ap
preclation of poet Sukanta
Bhattacherjee, but he went on
o discover more genuine wril-

‘ers than myself, oncs who

shone over our literary hori-
zon for many years 0 come,
Somewhere in Dhaka, we
may still have bound volumes
of "Mukti®, but | would not
know how may issues Guha-
Thakurdah and Zahedi man-
aged to publish. We were long
on enthusiasm, but erribly
short of funds.
position

From her va
as the Head of the

of English Language and
Literature, AG Siock

watched with interest how a
gentle balle was going on over
the minds and thoughts ol her
students, a battle in which her
younger colleagues in the
Department served as catalyuc
agents. Her main concern, as

she once told some of us, was
whether we could mainiain our
[recdom of thinking and look
out at the wide intellcciual
horizon, withoul losing our
individual identitics.

The contribution of Ms
Stock to our intellectual life
was undoubtedly more aca-
demic than political, but at
times incredibly innovative.

She had a way of picking up
subjects for tutorials for her
students which would get us all
very excited, perhaps because
they often brought oul some of
our own innermost thinking.
Not surprisingly. thercfore, |
was asked w do a 2000-word
picce on the “Elements of Class
Struggle in Shakespcare's
Coriolanus®, while scveral
others, including Zillur
Rahman Siddiqui, worked on
English war poetry in the
twentieth century. Alier all
Lthese years, | stll feel puzzied
why | was tied down to class
struggle in one single
Shakespecarean play. while
Siddiqui was given the freedom
o cover the whole range of war

pectry. Well, as the saying goes,
the wacher knows best.

Thus, we reached the end ol
the forties, and swod al the
threshold of a new decade Ui
was o sce the climax ol wthe
Language Movement in the
Ekushey February. the lall of
the Muslim League govern
ment. the rise of Awami League

and its leaders (including
Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur
Rahman) and the imposition
ol the first milhary diclator-
ship on the country, under
Gencral Ayub.

Then. | was on the move,
and so were a few of other
contemporaries. 1L was also the
tme lor budding pocts, like
Hassan |llafizur Rahman.
Alauddin Al Azad. Sayvid
Atiqullah and Horhanuddin

Abul Hussain, Ahsan Habib,
Farrukh Ahmed and Ashrafl
Siddiqui. This was when
Shamsur Rahman. still then



